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Than on a conjurer that had heedless left
His circle's safety ere his devil was laid.
Then here's a lock which I will hang upon thee;
And, now I think on 3t, I will keep thee backwards;
Thy lodging shall be backwards; thy walks backwards;
Thy prospect - all be backwards; and no pleasure,
That thou shalt know but backwards; nay, since you
force
My honest nature, know it is your own, Being too open, makes me use you thus: Since you will not contain your subtile nostrils In a sweet room, but they must snuff the air Of rank and sweaty passengers. One knocks. Away, and be not seen, pain of thy life; Nor look toward the window: if thou dost -Nay, stay, hear this - let me not prosper, whore, But I will make thee an anatomy, Dissect thee mine own self, and read a lecture Upon thee to the city, and in public. Away. Who's there ? Serv. 'Tis Signor Mosca, sir.
ACT ri, SCENE 6
CORVINO,   MOSGA
Corv. Let him come in, his master's dead: there's yet
Some good to help the bad. My Mosca, welcome!
I guess your news. Mos. I fear you cannot, sir. Cow. Is 't not his death ? Mos. Rather the contrary. Cow. Not his recovery? Mos. Yes, sir. Cow. I am cursed,
I am bewitched, my crosses meet to vex me.
How? how? how? how?